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^\E ARE ALMOST THERE! 


Words by J. H.Rrowjs . 


Music by I. B.Woodbi RY. 
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are al - most there! Me are al - most there!” MTiisper’d 
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“We are almost there! we are almost there!” 

We are near to the homestead helov’d hy thee 5 
Thou hast asked us oft Sue we almost there?” 

Thou hast wept for the sight that thou couldst uot see; 

Let thy heart heat high_and thine eye grow bright— 

For it could uot gaze on a dearer sight.” 


^SVe are almost there! we are almost there!” 

Then the cheek so pale once again was flush’d, 

And her eyes they beamed with a brighter glare— 
Wliile the words of all that were near were hush’d, 
And a faint, faint smile oji her visage play’d 
Like the moon’s bright ray on the deeper shade. 


'We are almost there! we are almost there!” 

But they spake uot then as they spake before. 

For they bent o’er the maiden in deep despair; 

Tho' her smile was fixed_yet her life was o'er; 

And they calJtd her name;._f,l)e made no rej>Iy_ 

liad conm to her hnnu* but to gaze and die! 


And they buried their darling within that spot 
Wliere she oft had sported in childhood’s days. 

But the sweep of the willow disturbs her uot 

While so soft through the branches the zephyr plays; 
On a marble stone is a girl at prayer 
And these simple words_ ^^We are almost there!” 
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